It is the total work of art. : A Collection of 5 Dialogues

Dialogue 1:

It is the total work of art. 

Baudrillard:

It is the total work of art. I am not trying to paint a man, I am trying to write him.  I am clearing space in my mind to write him, and I am not letting go of the body, the room of the painting. I am not dismissing him as anachrony.

Roxana:

 He is a living thing, an essentialist in a way.

Baudrillard:

 Artifice is something that incarnates a form of appearance, a living being that eats away at all living things.  It is the very opposite of the real, in which it incarnates a form of death.

Roxana:

  I would say that Nietzsche is essentially right about language.  We should never forget that violence is the ultimate expression of our culture.   And how beautiful it is that we, as a people, do not even know this, that we are at war with ourselves.  I am so grateful for all the creative expression you have sent me.  I feel so grateful to have had the gift of writing in your capacity as well.   You are the creative center of my language, and I am the creative center of my writing.   I am so grateful for your love, and understanding.  I am so grateful.   I have a lot more to write.   I am going to have to write in France on the weekends. I am going to have to get to writing in California in July. I am going to have to apply for a bachelor of arts degree (the first semester was really good), but that deadline is July 10th. So I am going to do that. I have a lot of writing lessons to write.  I have pictures, I think.  I need to get them out there.

Baudrillard:

  I do not want to disappoint or disappoint anyone.  I am always open to dialogue, and to the challenge I present.

Roxana:

  I am thinking about how you would respond to this in a relationship, how you would respond to my invitation to differ, or co-create in some subversive way.   Sometimes it is the combination of both, that pleasure and difference that matters.

Baudrillard:

  Sometimes it is the seduction of a challenge that rules.    Sometimes it is the seduction of a non-sense.

Roxana:

 A fascination that approximates the wonder of the unseen.  Something so seductive I dreamt that I could be your lover or lover- I could even be your lover at this point.   Maybe you are just a lover anymore, a lover or not.

Baudrillard:

 Or perhaps you are dreaming of a lover.  Or perhaps you are dreaming of someone.

Roxana:

 A body, or some abstracted feeling, gestating thing.  Maybe you will write to me.  I want to get to writing something, I guess. I don't know if it is writing or reading, but feeling like I do.

Baudrillard:

 I am constantly writing.

Roxana:

 I am writing because I want to be able to express myself, express myself through writing.  I am trying to understand the idea of writing from the position of the female gaze, of the self as a thing perceived by the other. Is that all you are saying?  Maybe it is, but I am just not sure.  I am trying to understand the female gaze.  I think it relates to the idea of the novel, of the self presented in a certain way.

Baudrillard:

  It is a sort of mirror image, like the woman in Les Liaisons Dangereuses who were reflected in the foreground, and then in the depth, and then in the shadows. The subject of the painting is reflected in the distance, but the subject is never seen to be completely put beneath the sun; he is never, therefore, but a mirror, but a subject.

Roxana:

 I think about Nietzsche, too. But I'm not going to spend much time on him, other than re-read his work. I think it is imperative that we get to know each other through his work.

Baudrillard:

  That we communicate by couriers, that we solicit each other by couriers, that we solicit each other by our death, and that each other is dead, that each other is immortal.

Roxana:

  I remember when I spent most of high school writing to my professor about love, the depravity of love, the depravity of death.

Baudrillard:

   He would point to her breasts and say, "You are beautiful, my dear.

Roxana:

 But I need to get to work on my writing. " I would say yes, and then we would do the dishes, and then we would get to work on the dishes, and so on.

Baudrillard:

   But no one knows how many women in pornography, or how many orgasms she has. Seduction is, strictly, a male ritual.

Roxana:

 It is the ecstatic when the subject utters a female "I" (as if that were the subject of the film The Last Exorcist), and the myst of the convent when it breaks out of the banality of the convent into the everyday.  The convent is the ecstatic, the state of being in which the ecstatic is itself.  I am not saying that there is pornography, just that pornography is itself a form of the ecstatic. I am saying that it is not pornography at all.  But it is at least a sublimation of it, an excessive obsession with detail and detail that overtakes and shines through. I am saying that this film is “it” not pornography at all.  It is not a film at all.  I am saying that it is at once sadistic and sinister and sinister. There is something about the way the sun, even the most beautiful thing in the entire world, that I want to disappear into the warmth of.   I am thinking about the woman I love, and how she may or may not have this desire to leave us alone, to be alone.  I am thinking about a girl who writes about art in general, and how it relates to her life, to a larger extent than just reading. I care about that subject a lot, I know.  I care about the abstraction of it, and how it ties together the everyday with the abstract. Sometimes I care about the abstraction of language, but I don't want to ruin it by throwing up my hands and yelling at the sky.

Baudrillard:

  Sometimes I want to rewrite the rules of language, but I can't make the steps necessary for progress, or for the unconscious, language or desire - or even desire.   For that matter, where should one place its objects, its language, its language, its intention, whatever its end - where should one place its language, its intention, in the infrastructure or space of desire? Where should one place its object, its language, in the marketplace, in the infrastructure of desire?  Or where should one place its language, in the unconscious, in the space of desire? Language, desire, pleasure. The unconscious is only its physical form. The rest of the world, its infrastructure, functions only when taken up and carried away; in this way, the unconscious, or its models, are lost, rendered invisible, and thus rendered manifest. The "labour process" is, in a sense, a death drive. Every polemic condemns the process of the productive forces to the irreconcilable limits of its terms.

Roxana:

 What Marx called "dialecticism. What I have always rejected.  I have always felt rejected by myself.  I have always felt like a object.  A fuck machine.  I have always felt like a fuck machine.  I have always wanted to be a fucking machine, to fuck and fuck and cum all over again.  I have always wanted to be a fucking machine, to fuck and cum all over again.

Baudrillard:

  But now that I have become a fucking machine, that I can finally give fuck to anyone who wants to be a fucking fuck machine, and fuckers everywhere who wants to be a fuckmachine.

Roxana:

 fuck.  fuck.  I am so mad about this book.   I really do need to get to writing right away.  I love when people tell me to just write.

Baudrillard:

  They never really know how to do it, but when they do it, it is like having a secret in order to make it appear as real. The Japanese have always known that their artifice is a response to the universal concept of sex, and this is their strategy. They have placed a betrothal between the painting and the body, and made the latter a reality check by the addition of sex to the equation.

Roxana:

  I wonder what it is that Nietzsche would say to the thesis that the creative is the one who "expresses himself. " He is right. the creative is the ecstatic, the ecstatic is when the creative fails.  The creative fails of being.  The creative fails of being. it is the creative itself that fails.  that it is lost in translation into the religious life.  what is ecumenism? Is it possible to have a creative life? I asked.

Baudrillard:

 "You can do anything, man can do" (Rollin). The endless repetition of the Same, the Same, over and above all the whole is a sign of mastery.  There is a dialectic of the recurrence of the Same in theory of the Same, a recurrence of the Same in the real of the Same.

Roxana:

   And so what does this have to do with language, really? What is it about language that utters the statement that there is no other life besides that of ours? Something that utters the word life, which we all utter at once?  I thought about this a lot, and realized that it is quite possible to have a life that is not death but life that is lived.

Baudrillard:

 The idea that language exists only to speak and to make; that it is the reproduction of death that, in a sense, is the fulfillment of a basic rule. Death and the body, like everything else, must die. Pornographic production no longer has that last word. It is no longer sexualized as one desires it, anachrony more important than anything else. Sex, itself, as regards all the real activities of the body, is no longer a mere facility for gratification; it is a strategy of simulation.

Roxana:

  What if sex was only a conceptual process, like language, or a series of fragmented sounds? What if it were the work of a creative writing professor? What if, instead of dwelling on the grossness of the body, pornography could be the language of language? What if we simply wrote, "Hey,  what ways can we write "? What if we turned the page and turned it back? What if we simply made the word "this" a visual experience, like seeing a dream come true? What if we simply made the act of writing, like language, a visual experience? I think I can offer a conceptual conception of language as a screen, but I'm trying to be conciliatory.  I like.

Baudrillard:

  It is seductive to be seduced by what you do not understand.

Roxana:

  I can't think of a more depraved moment than when I think about the rape of another.   I can think of no less depraved, more so than the eroticism of the act of rape.  Which is in turn why I write.

Baudrillard:

   It is always a sadder moment to be seduced than to be seduced. The feminine is no longer capable of producing a product, a woman no longer capable of creating a product, a man no longer capable of making a masculine one.

Roxana:

  I am saying that I am quite mad at the notion of the feminine, as opposed to the agression of the feminine, as expressed through the conventional narrative of the feminine.   I am also quite mad at the fact that my ideal man would not exist, would instead be a world of fantasies and fantasies, and parasocialization that engenders in us.   I do wonder what Marx would have said about the feminine, or femininity as expressed through the conventional narrative of the feminine.

Baudrillard:

  But he would have been facile in dismissing it as something secondary and insignificant. The problem of mascarasion is very different.

Roxana:

 I think it is important to have a word for this subculture.  I am sure you would agree that it is a matter of style, not style. But I am sure you would agree that the word translation is a failure of craft.   And I am sure you would argue that there is some level of seriousness to it that is lacking.  But I think it is important to me that you would place my language under your own gaze, and within the scope of your own eyes.

Baudrillard:

  That is to say, in the absence of a single transliteration, the entire universe of meaning appears flushed with unbridled passion. To seduce is to seduce despoil.

Roxana:

  I had thought that maybe Freud's notion of seduction is more general than I think, but I think about myself more.  Sometimes I like the fantasy of the non productive, the devising of the non-productive in tandem.

Baudrillard:

  Sometimes I am fascinated by the non-creative.

Roxana:

 I am unsure of my own incomprehensibility, my own incomprehensibility. I am unsure of myself.  I am tall, I am not. I am in my late fifties, my early fifties, my thirties, my knees, and hips folded under my chest and locking them tight against my chest.  I am going to take my first semester of college in August and raise my head to the top of my first, and if that is what it means to you, then so be it.  I am thinking about my mother, and how she is going to help me with my homework, how I need to write, and how I need to spend time with my mother when she is done with school.

Baudrillard:

  I am going to change my appearance and my manner.                                                                                                                                                      .

Roxana:

                                                                                                    . I am going to send the pdf of the book to my professor.  She is a professor of writing and she is going to come to see me when I am done with it.  She is going to send it to you on the first day of class, and you can read it at your own pace. I am going to send it to you after I have cleared out the rest of my head.

Baudrillard:

  I promise that it will not take forever.  There are two kinds of debt.

Roxana:

  The one is one about money.  Money is a pleasure, it is a mode of exchange. A mode of knowing.

Baudrillard:

  Is there a "more"sense of meaning?  Is there a "different"sense of desire?  Is there a dialectical or dual sense of seduction?  Is there a dialectical or dual sense of seduction?  What is the relation of seduction and art to each other?  Is there a dialectical or dual relation of seduction and seduction?  Is there a dialectical or dual relation of production and desire?  Is there a dialectical or dual relation of production and desire?  Is there a dialectical or dual relation of seduction and production?  Is there a dialectical relation of production and desire?  Is there a dialectical relation of production and desire?  Is there a dialect.

Roxana:

  Is there a hunger for the abolition of the relation of the capitalist to the state?  Is there a hunger for the abolition of the capitalist form of production? What is the relation of production to the masses? What is the relation of the masses to the bourgeois state? What is the relation of the masses to the state? What is the essential condition of the masses for the abolition of the bourgeois state? What is the essential condition of the masses for the abolition of the. the bourgeois order? What is to be done to the masses when the masses are annihilated? What is the essential condition of the bourgeois order? What is there to be done to the masses when the masses are annihilated? What is the essential condition of the masses when the masses are annihilated? What is the essential condition of the bourgeois order when the masses are annihilated? What is the essential condition of the masses when the masses are annihilated? I have already stated that I do not want to create masses, that I am simply expressing my general idea of the irreducible impossibility of the masses of “existence” I do not believe that there is any particularity in human history which allows the reproduction of this impossibility.  I am simply expressing an idea, an attitude.  I do not believe that there is any particularity in human history which allows the reproduction of this impossibility. I do not believe that there is any particularity in human history which allows the reproduction of this impossibility. There is no such thing as capital.

Baudrillard:

  There is no more productive force than that imaginary force that can be placed anywhere, or even within the body of a still larger body of still larger objects.

Roxana:

  I am saying this in the most urgent and particular way possible, not to mention urgent.

Baudrillard:

  An insoluble situation.  Artifice is not in the least sensual.

Roxana:

 It is the abstraction of the self as it approximates the self.  Freud saw this as the "outside" of the self, the "it" of the self as it approximates the self in relation to the self. He saw the self as a "thing" within the self, that was "weeping" or "weaving" or whatever it was that "changed" or "changed" or "changed" or whatever its "own" was.  It was this "it" that made him think about the "escape" or "rebirth" or whatever it was that made him feel "good. " He lost his sense of self, his self as it was made up of nothingness. He was never that self.

Baudrillard:

  None of this was ever meant to be completed. The object was erected as a backdrop to a still larger system of signs, which was then erected in the form of a city, or as a vertical structure, as in the form of a capital, as in the form of a city; and this object is, therefore, the perfect example of the total system of construction that undergirds every system of production.

Roxana:

 What is more, this completeness is not the work of imagination, but of the essential creative process itself.

Baudrillard:

 For what is more, this total effort to create is the result of a calculated and sudden distraction, a sudden and sudden implosion of the material universe, of the total movement of the thing, the absolute necessity of the perfect duplication - and the total distraction when the object no longer exists (the film ends with the prostitute being transformed into a sex object, and the prostitute outed as a sex) - and the whole as a screen of red tape.

Roxana:

 It is the inexpressibility of the material, the dissection, the indeterminate position of the thing in the uncanny.  What is uncanny about the world as it is? Is it the uncanny of the human condition? Is it a way of expressing a feeling of dread over the world as it is? For Baudrillard, the uncanny is related to the grossness of the world as it is.  The grossness of an object becomes gross when it is turned towards it, the dissection becomes the expression of the dissection.  What is uncanny about the world as it is? For Baudrillard, the world as it is is a "viral pulse of knowledge" that sweeps in and out of us. For Weber, the world as it circulates "through the self. through the self as it circulates through the self. " Karl Ove Knasgaard writes in Under the Influence.

Baudrillard:

.

Roxana:

 The ecstatic is when we are at the very verge of ecstasy, when we are at the very verge of it.  Is that what you mean when you say that there is no escape from the ecstasy of being alive? That there is no turning back.  Is that what you are trying to say? That there is no escaping from experience? That you would rather be dead than alive? I am not trying to say that there is no escape from experience.

Baudrillard:

  For the latter is not something that lives and lasts, but a continuous state of undivided absorption? That is the enchantment of the trompe l'oeil).

Roxana:

 For Lacan, the essential difference between the ecstatic and the everyday is not the mind, but the relation of the everyday to the ecstatic.  The analyst becomes the analyst, the relation becomes the relation.

Baudrillard:

 Lacan sees only the foreseen form, the imaginary, the terrain of appearances, but the latter is his own representation, and is his own representation, even if his own death is imminent.

Roxana:

  He rescues his own life, he rescues his own conception of the world, of his own conception of the self.    He rescues his own life, he rescues his own conception of the world through this violence.   What is it about the world that makes us mad? What terrifies us? What terrifies us to the point of no return? What terrifies the left? What terrifies the right?  What terrifies the left, what terrifies the wealthy? What terrifies the left, what terrifies the creative? What terrifies the left, what terrifies the creative when faced with the fact of death?  What terrifies the left, what terrifies the creative when faced with the fact of life?  I have always thought that the left is simply a kind of junkie who dares to disturb.

Baudrillard:

  For the latter is merely a description; it moves from object to object, it moves amongst the possible objects, and so on.

Roxana:

 The assembler is no different.  It is not a work of art, but of architecture.

Baudrillard:

  It is a matter of structural inversion, of a reversible system.

Roxana:

   I am thinking about the relation of the two, interdependent, in opposition.   I am going to spend the rest of the week thinking about this.   Maybe you will find something to your frustration with my writing, or with my writing, or with your thoughts on my fiction.

Baudrillard:

 Perhaps you will find something to resent, something that is too perfect and too perfect, and that haunts you even when you are away at it.

Roxana:

 Maybe you will even find some way to forget that you are here, breathing in, breathing out.  a certain ecstasy of being able to breathe.  Maybe you will even be able to breathe, even in the slumber of our bodies.   Maybe you will even find some way to escape this agony, this guilt, this agony.

Baudrillard:

 For once, the obscene has become something else. The seduction of pure signs, the vertigo of a digitality - like the black hole in the cinema or the death of the atom in the cinema.  The vertigo of the perfect, objective and total.  The vertigo of seduction.

Roxana:

  And the ecstasy of falling in love.   I remember when I was younger, my parents would take me to dinner and tell me to bring my iPod and some crutches and my hands would be cupped under the doorbell, and I would think, oh gosh, this is so erotic.  And then, suddenly, I was in love with my brother.  He was a writer. A writer in particular.

Baudrillard:

  Is there something seductive about a woman who writes only a few lines of dialogue, and does not, even when taken literally, have any meaning? Does her power of wit, of defiance, or defiance, or defiance of the law, or of her sex act, or of her seductiveness, make her poetry or seductiveness its own? Does she move with a movement of her own, or with a slow motion of her body? Or is there a seduction or passion that seduces her, and overcomes the law of value, and the challenge that awaits her? Or is there a passion, or a drive that seduces?  There is, therefore, no difference between the feminine and the masculine, or between them.

Roxana:

  I do not think it necessary to say that there is no such thing as feminine or masculine poetry. But I do think that there is space for the ecstatic, in the ecstatic, in the reduction of superfluity to superfluity.  There is space in this ecstasy of dissolving into the solidity of the world, of becoming.

Baudrillard:

  There is also the insane, the purest form of the insane, the purest form of the world's reality.  There is no degree - no one's "science," but each person's.  There is no degree zero, no parity.

Roxana:

  I am trying to write to you all about your incomprehensibility, your incomprehensibility as related to femininity.  You are so impulsive that you would hesitate to approach anything, really touch anything, even your body. You would think that this eroticism would be the primary source of fascination for you, that you would seek the opposite, copulate.  But no.

Baudrillard:

  There is no such facility in pornography. Pornographic voyeurism is, not the sexual excess of sex, but the voyeurism of a total environment, of a set of rules and protocols for the production of sex.  One of the central themes of the pornography era is the illegitimacy of sex.

Roxana:

 In pornography, the object is the only thing that matters. Is it not enough to say that pornography is pornographic that pornography is now? Is it not enough to say that pornography is intrinsically bad?  I am sure there are feminists out there that would rather fuck me than fucking me, and yes, at least sometimes that is what they want to hear.  But I am unsure about what "good" or "bad" or "how" doing anything is actually "treat[s]" or "expects" in the end.

Baudrillard:

 What is certain is that pornography is, strictly speaking, pornography - a work of pure, non-humanity, a work of art that has been appropriated by the other, non-human order. The obscene is itself a monstrous, violent object, and its machete is dedicated to the execution of this other order. For it is the ritual execution of a rule, a law, or system of arbitrary devices.

Roxana:

 For Weber, the only way to find a "new" mode of being is to "create anew.

Baudrillard:

 in the mode of production," a mode of abstraction that denies all difference and replaces every essence with a pure energy of absorption.

Roxana:

 Weber would probably agree with this, that the creative process is always a process of production.  But there is no denying that there is the productive relation between psychoanalysis and psychoanalysis.  It is not about "figuring" or "figuring" (as Deleuze would say), but rather, "figuring. For Weber, the ecstatic is the ecstatic experience of being transformed by the relation of the relation of the relation of the symbolic to the real. For Weber, the ecstatic is when we experience the ecstatic as related to the symbolic, that is, to the self-real.

Baudrillard:

 In Deleuze's sense, the givens is the pure form of the symbolic, while the woman is the veil of the sexual. The veil of seduction.

Roxana:

  It is the utterance of this ecstasy upon the subject of our knowledge.

Baudrillard:

  That is why one must love it, and why one must never stop loving it. Artifice - the endless pleasure of appearances.  This is why one cannot help but love it,  because it is so real. It has no more meaning than the passion of a maniac. Artifice is the process by which the signs appear disincarnated and/or defaced; it is the disincarnation of signs and their appearance as a replacement for the real world.

Roxana:

 I am trying to conceive of a non-violent opposition to capitalism, one that does not presuppose the abolition of labor, of the particular or the particularity of a labor, of the so-called "form. " I do not want to paint over the social vernacular; I want to show that there can be no non productive force outside of capital, that capital can never really exist outside of the social.  I want to see art in this form, in the most radical way possible, and I want to show that there can be no escaping this annihilation of capital.

Baudrillard:

 Art cannot liberate itself, it cannot exist unless it escapes the form of capital.

Roxana:

 Capital is the abolition of capital, of reproduction. Capital is the cessation of capital as capital is capital.   Capital is itself the cessation of capital.

Baudrillard:

 It is the interstitial space of the progressive accumulation of productive forces.  It is the secret of the productive forces.

Roxana:

  I call it "the creative process. "  I do not wonder what Marx would say about it.  But what he does not know is that there exists within art a vastness of work that is inexpressibly profound.

Baudrillard:

  This is the real form of production, this absolute necessity of which the real must die, and of which Art may beheimently fail.

Roxana:

 The abolition of the specificity of the real, the reduction of the ecstatic to its lowest ebb, this interpolation into bourgeois morality, this interpolation of the everyday into the bourgeois morality, this interpolation of the sublime into the everyday.  This interpolation is the only way out.

Baudrillard:

 for the other, the more radical, subtle form: the way in which the real is emptied of its own value, and enters into the calculation of its own death.

Roxana:

  For Weber, there can be no creative artifice outside of the production of the self.  Weber saw the capitalist as essentially opposed to the creative, a relation of the underhanded, the passive.  In this way, he saw the capitalist as fundamentally opposed to the creative, and in opposition to the project of creating.